W. H. DAVIES
occurred, but presumably it must have been very early in Ms
career; perhaps during one of the intervals when he returned
to England by cattle boat from the States. . . . One evening
he was sitting near the stove in a tramps' doss-house in Lam-
beth.   It was cold and wet outside.   The room was lit only by
the glow of a large brazier, which emitted suffocating fumes,
but Davies sat near it on a broken wooden box and tried to
read by the glow of the cinders.   The general noise and rowdi-
ness made such an attempt at concentration most difficult, for
it was Saturday night, and as many of the occupants as could
afford it had got drunk,   I do not know if Davies had read
Robert Greene;   if so, he will have realised that Greene's
world still survived within these damp and scabrous walls.
The very names of the tramps, pedlars, loafers and pickpockets
with whom he consorted were but modern varieties of the
Elizabethan mumpers and coney-catchers:   Brummy Tom,
Fishy Fat, Never Sweat, Cinders, The Snob, The Masher, All
Legs and Wings, Red-Nosed Scotty and the rest of the band.
The singing, shouting, roaring, swearing, dancing seemed in-
supportable, exaggerated and magnified as they were by the
bareness of walls and floor.   In the whole room he was the only
quiet man, except for a mysterious stranger who sat opposite
and talked to no-one.   He too was trying to read, and some-
thing in the look of him made Davies wonder who he was and
regard him attentively.   Indeed he would have liked to enter
into conversation with him, but the man seemed absorbed in
his book, or else in melancholy thoughts, and a sort of shyness
and restraint  came over Davies and  prevented him from
making any attempt at it. . , , Many years later, however,
he happened to meet Francis Thompson, and recognised in the
features of the famous poet those of the stranger in the Lam-
beth doss-house.
Davies's career, as detailed above, affords the perfect
grounds for arraigning both Capitalism and Socialism. That
for so many years such a man should have been obliged to
lead this life is plainly sufficient to condemn the system in which
it was allowed to happen, On the other hand, in a Socialist
state he would have been deprived, being a rentier, of the
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